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Summary 


Based on the Nightmare of the Wolf Special, an alternative take of Vesemir and Tetra 
Gilcrest's travels 


Notes 


See the end of the work for notes 


Vesemir had to admit that this was a unique turn of events, but he really couldn’t be too 
surprised. It was Geralt after all. There was always something or another to take him off the 
path. He supposed he couldn’t blame him. 


A Witcher’s heir. 


Something Vesemir never thought was possible. Hell, it shouldn’t be possible, but Geralt 
always found himself in the middle of the miraculous. 


“Want another Ale?” 


Vesemir looked up. He was at a tavern halfway to Kaer Morhen. Lovely little tavern wench 
had been bringing him drinks all evening. He had to make sure to tip her well - with what 
little money he had. 


“No thanks lass,” Vesemir answered politely. 
Yes, Geralt seemed to always find himself in the middle of some odd circumstance. 


They also seemed to always involve sorceresses. Now Vesemir was not a man to judge 
another’s taste in women. But it seemed as if dark haired witches afflicted Geralt in a 
particular way. Though Vesemir couldn’t act as if he never dabbled in that territory... 


Vesemir thought he was going to throw Tetra off of a cliff before their travels were over. 


It was strange traveling with someone who had flatly stated she wanted you and your friends 
dead and scattered to the wind. But here he was, chaperoning an upstart mage with a grudge 
against Withcers for some reason. 


Least she was easy on the eyes. 


Tetra Gilcrest was a very beautiful woman, there was no doubt about that. Tall, with 
impeccable posture. Her face was done up with makeup - he doubted she needed it though as 
her naturally features were stunning. High cheekbones, slim nose, enchanting eyes and lips 
that seem to be in a natural pout and inviting. 


Then of course there were her womanly features. Vesemir didn’t know how she wasn’t 
freezing - She wore a red and black bodice that was thin from what he could tell. Her breasts 


were barely contained by the material, with most of her ample cleavage spilling out the top. 
Her hips were generous, and her arse heart shaped and perky in her tight riding pants. 


“Wicther, could you have the decency to not openly leer at me.” Her voice cut in. Whoops, he 
got caught staring. They had been riding together for a few hours now. An investigation into 
Kitsu, an Elven girl that might be behind some unnatural monster encounters...well more 
unnatural. Vesemir somewhat regretted not taking Filvandrel up on his offer to go look for 
the renegade elf with him, as he still ended up taking on the task for free, with a foul mooded 
witch in tow. Plus they wouldn’t be stumbling around the trail without a hard lead. 


For someone who “knew the forest” They weren’t getting very far in their search. I had been 
two nights, and Vesemir didn’t think they were any closer to stopping these monster attacks 
than before. He could do without the constant comments as well. 


“Corrupted.” 


“Mutant” 


"Irredeemable lecher”’ 


That last one was at least true, but he didn’t need a constant reminder of her disdain for him. 
This Sorceress could’ve been older than him for all he knew, but she was being childish, 
something he definitely had expertise in. 


They were on horseback, around early evening on their second day. Tetra insisted on riding 
ahead of him. Probably a dominance thing, but Vesemir didn’t mind, gave him more the 
chance to look at her arse. 


Suddenly, he stopped his horse. 


“Hold on a moment.” He told her. She looked over her shoulder, annoyed. 


“Witcher, we do not have time for whatever inane-” 


“Just stop.” He repeated. Tetra frowned, but listened. Stopping, and turning her horse to face 
him. 


“Well?” 


Vesemir sniffed the air. 


The scent of decay. 


Vesemir dismounted from his horse, and walked off the path into the trees. Tetra gave a 
confused look, before hopping off her own horse and followed. Vesemir followed his nose, 
until he got to the source of the smell. A body amongst the trees. Most of a body to be more 
precise - the torso was torn apart, leaving a large, fleshy hole. Vesemir crouched down to his 
body and touched him, He was stiff from the cold. Likely what slowed his rot. Tetra caught 
up, and saw the body herself. 


“Makers, another one.” Tetra said wearily. Vesemir nodded his head. He went to the man's 
right hand, and pulled the ring off of his finger. Tetra examined him with a frown. “What are 
you doing” 


“Looking at his ring.” He answered. Tetra’s face wrinkled in disgust. 


“Do you have no shame, Witcher?” She asked bitingly. “To steal from the body of a dead 
peasant. I knew you Witchers were money hungry, but this is deplorable? Do you also want 
to open his mouth and steal the silver from- 


“I’m looking for an inscription.” Vesemir interrupted, giving her a hard look. 


“What?” 


“An inscription. Something to indicate where he’s from, or someone he knew.” If it was made 
out to his wife, or was a guild ring, it would give some direction so his body could be 
properly claimed.” 


Tetra blanched. She was genuinely surprised by how forward thinking that was. She didn’t 
voice it of course, or offer any form of acknowledging her wrong assumption, but Vesemir 
expected as much. Not finding anything useful on the ring, he placed it back on the 
deadman’s finger. Vesemir noticed the faint remnants of the man’s tracks, covered by fresh 
snow. There were ONLY his tracks, meaning whatever attacked him had to be flying. A 
Griffin maybe? Doubtful, Griffins hated the cold. 


The pair had to press on and find whatever was causing this before it was too late, and more 
bodies racked up. They searched the area as thoroughly as they could but didn’t find much 
that would help them. Tetra suggested they go to Wheatstead, a village not too far from 
where they were. As it happened, a man from there had gone missing, not returning home 
from the night before. Tetra and Vesemir informed some men, who went out to recover the 
body. The wife didn’t take it well. They never do. 


They decided to stay at the tavern in the village for the night, but fates always finding a way 
to make Vesemir the but of a joke, there was only one room available 


“Another victim.” She mumbled to herself sitting on the bed. “Another victim, and I’m stuck 
sharing a room with YOU.” 


Vesemir gave her a hard look from the small table he was sitting at. He had taken off his 
riding gear, and was sitting in his simple overshirt and pants. He was TRYING to relax. 


Trying. 


“I’m sorry, do you think it’s MY fault that we haven’t made much progress?” He asked 
incredulously. This woman had some nerve, the kind you could only get from being in a 
position of power for so long, 


“T think if it weren’t for whatever little connection you have with Lady Zerbst, you’d have 
been dealt with accordingly-” 


“Dealt with meaning my summary execution for defending myself.” 


“And we could’ve sent a garrison out to deal with this threat to the people.” 


“Hmmmh, and I’m sure that same garrison would conveniently make their way to Kaer 
Morhen as well,” He speculated. She didn’t answer, instead just shooting him another hateful 
glare. Her look was answer enough. “I must say, Witchers have garnered hate over the years, 
there’s no denying that. But yours seems a bit...pointed.” 


“T simply see a threat to the people.” 


“Bullshit. Your reasons for hating us doesn’t matter, nor do I feel particularly the need to 
defend our honor to you, but we provide a service no one else can.” Vesemir said, leaning 
back in his chair. “You send soldiers boys out there, they’re more likely to just stumble 
around aimlessly while whatever they’re hunting, hunts them.” 


“Tell me Witcher, what happens when you run out monsters.” Tetra asked suddenly. 


“What?” 


“T’ll give your lot this much credit, you and your glorified pest control have dwindled the 
monster population significantly. So what happens when there’s not a monster left to slay?” 


Vesemir didn’t answer, but frowned deeply. He’d be lying if he said it wasn’t a question he’d 
asked himself. “There will always be more monsters’ is what Deglan always said as 
reassurance, but Vesemir had his worries. Seeing he wasn’t going to answer, Tetra pressed on. 


“Banditry, warlords, killers, that’s what will happen.” Tetra accused. “Witcher will run 
rampant in this nation, causing havoc and pain everywhere they go.” 


“Yes, because man was lacking banditry, warlords and killers without Witchers.” Vesemir 
retorted. She didn’t acknowledge his response and continued her rant. 


“A legion of mutants from the loins of drunkards, broken homes, and the streets” Tetra said 
disdainfully. There was a glint in her eyes, one that told Vesemir she was about to push this 
too far. “Tell me Witcher, which one are you? Did your father sell you for booze money? Did 
you run away to escape his beatings?” 


He knew he was being baited. He shouldn’t have risen to it, but his father...despite his 
resentment of how he lived as a child, his father was a good man. 


“Do not talk of my father, witch.” He bit out, standing from his seat. Tetra gave him a mean 
smirk, clearly intending to go further. 


“Hit too close to home?” She asked smugly. “I can only imagine what your mother was like-” 


Tetra’s smugness was dashed when Vesemir crossed the room quicker than she could process, 
lording over her and looking at her with quiet rage. She almost faltered for a moment, but 
met his hard gaze with one of her own. 


“You know nothing.” Vesmir said, voice quiet, but deadly. “I don’t know what petty grudge 
you have against Witcher, and I really don’t give a shit, but don’t ever presume to know me.” 


Tetra for a moment didn’t feel too sure of herself with an angry Witcher staring down at her. 
Admittedly up until this point, he had been nothing but cordial aside from his general snark. 
Vesemir looked and acted as any other man. 


But she knew what he really was. Knew what Witchers really were. 


“What I know is Witchers are creatures barely better than monsters. Violent, foul, lewd 
beings.” She ranted. Vesemir brow furrowed in confusion at the last descriptor. “You think 
I’ve not noticed how you’ve watched me this whole time. How you’ve undressed be with 
your foul yellow eyes of yours.” 


Vesemir stiffened, almost imperceptibly, but the Sorceress took notice of it. She wasn’t 
wrong. Witcher’s were hot blooded men to say the least, and despite her personality, Tetra 
was a fine woman indeed. 


“T bet you can barely stop yourself from trying to ravage me.” She said, not really sure where 
that came from herself. “I guess I should be grateful your cowardice outweighs your-AGH!” 


Tetra was silenced by Vesemir violently snatching a handful of hair into his hand. She looked 
up at him in indignant anger and, though she’d never admit it, a bit of fear. 


“You want the big bad Witcher you seem to think I am?” He growled, voice low and eyes 
narrowing. “Fine, Ill give it to you. I'll give you all you can take.” 


Now, Tetra knew she was at a disadvantage here. Magic or no, a Witcher in close quarters is a 
fight you’re not going to win. She thought to scream out, to do what she could to get out of 
his grasp- 


But then she thought for a moment. 


The Witcher was giving her exactly what she wanted. A reason. A reason to wipe their 
scourge from her nation. He’d prove all her assertions right at this very moment. She’d make 
this sacrifice...for the good of Kaedwen of course. 


Vesemir looked a bit confused himself when she didn’t pull away from his grasp, but rather 
glared up at him with a mean looking smirk. 


“Well?” She pushed, trying to act as nonchalant as she could. “Don’t tell me all the lurid tales 
of Witchers are nothing more than over-compensation.” 


Vesemir’s eyes flashed wildly, and then he gave her a small smile, one she found to be quite 
concerning. He was sick of her shit, and if this is how she wanted to play it, so be it. He’d 
worry about the consequences later. 


“T’m going to make you eat those words.” He said sinisterly. “But first, ’ ve something else 
for you to eat.” 


Still gripping Tetra’s hair, Vesemir used his other hand to undo his trousers. Now, while some 
Sorceresses liked to put on the image of virginal priestesses, Tetra was one who was 
comfortable in her sexuality. At the age of nearly 120, she had slept with plenty of men -and 
women - in her time. But she even found herself turning red at the sight of Vesemir’s cock 
when he pushed the waist of his pants down. It was for lack of a better word, magnificent. 
Another word was monstrous. It was six inches long soft. Her last lover was barely that while 
randy. 


Using the grip on her head, Vesemir forced Tetra forward suddenly, burying her face into his 
member. Caught off guard, Tetra was forced to take a deep inhale of his manhood. Despite 
herself, her eyes fluttered a bit at his scent - the natural musk, mixed with the smell of 
flowers. The Witcher kept himself clean, which she was subconsciously thankful for. 


Vesemir rocked his hips back and forth, rubbing her face against his now hardening member. 
Tetra’s hands went to his thighs on instinct, trying to push him back a bit and give her some 
space, but he just humped against her face more, and chuckled at her struggles. 


“Hey, you wanted this.” He pointed out. He pulled his hips back a bit, his now mostly hard 
cock pointing menacingly at Tetra’s face. She opened her mouth to say something nasty, but 
before she could utter a word Vesemir quickly twisted his hips to the side, smacking her 
against the cheek with his cock with a loud WHAP . Tetra’s mouth opened wide at the sheer 
audacity of the man, but that proved to only work in Vesemir’s favor, as he quickly lined his 
cockhead up with her mouth, and pushed forward. 


She immediately closed her lips around his cockhead, to even her own surprise. Vesemir let 
out a bark of laughter. 


“My my, after all that talk, you seem pretty eager to get a Witcher’s dick in your mouth.” He 
taunted. Tetra glared hatefully up at him, least as hatefully as one could when running your 
tongue over someone’s cock. The Witcher pulled her head forward while shifting his hips, 
sinking his rod deeper into her mouth. She gagged as he pushed into her throat, but he wasn’t 
too concerned with her comfort. He was giving her the witcher she asked for. He kept 
pressing forward despite her struggling until her nose was pressed against his pubic hairs. 
She gagged and heaved against him, throat trying to expel the large, fleshy blockage. Once 
again, she tried to push him back, placing her hands on his thighs and pushing feebly. Her 
strength was magic, not physical. 


Vesemir pulled back but didn’t remove himself from her mouth. 


“Hand on your head.” He ordered. Tetra looked up at him with pure disdain, but obeyed 
nonetheless, removing her hands from his thighs, and threading them together atop her head. 
She reminded herself that she was doing this to prove her hatred of Witcher to be justified; 
there was no point in fighting him. She’d do what he wanted, allow him to do what he 
pleased her, and laugh later when his head was on a pike. 


Satisfied with her obedience, Vesemir shifted his hand from her hair to her forehead, and 
placed his other hand under her chin. With a firm grip on her head, he drove his hips forward, 
filling her throat once again. 


“ HRRRRUGK ” Tetra gagged loudly, spit shooting out the corners of her mouth. Vesemir 
began to rock his hips in short, but hard thrusts into her throat all the while keeping her head 
in place. Tetra gagged and wretched at the treatment. She had of course orally pleasured men 
before, but this was different. Tetra had no say in it, Vesemir was simply fucking her face 
using her for his own pleasure. Tears stung the corner of her eyes as she tried to remain 
dignified as her throat was savaged by his cock. 


‘Foul man. Using my throat like his own personal toy. Can t wait to wipe out him and his 
whole ilk’ She thought, as Vesemir lodged himself in her throat and held himself there. Tetra 
throat worked and constricted around him, massaging his cock involuntarily. 


“The descendent of the first mages-” Vesmir commented, tilting his head back and closing his 
eyes in pleasure. “Tell me, where is cock sucking a proud tradition in your family?” 


“NGGGGGHHGF” Tetra said, attempting to say no with her mouthful. How dare he talk of 
her family. Her family were the ones who helped build the nation as it was today. 


If only they could see her now: makeup running, spit and drool running down her chin as she 
submissively let a lowly Witcher fuck her mouth as he pleased. Vesemir resumed his 
thrusting, with longer and HARDER strokes. 


“GLACCCKG...HRUCCHK....GLURCKK...!” 


Vesemir pulled himself completely out of her mouth, allowing the Sorceress to take a much 
needed desperate gasp of air. Vesemir grabbed one of Tetra’s hands on her head, and brought 
it to his cock. Tetra understood the action, and began to stroke his cock, from base to tip. 


“Disgusting. You truly are a foul beast” She rasped, voice hoarse and used. 


“Yeah, yeah, whatever you say.” Vesemir responded, not really listening to her. “Spit on my 
cock.” 


Tetra scowled up at him for a moment before obeying, pursing her lips and spitting a 
generous wad of Saliva onto his already wet cock as she continued to stroke him. 


“Open your mouth.” 


Tetra once again obeyed, opening her mouth wide, and laying her tongue flat across her 
bottom lip. She even made an “‘ahhhh” noise for added effect. She figured that a filthy 
Witcher was only used to whores, so she might as well act like one. He didn’t deserve to fuck 
a proper lady of the court after all. 


Vesemir grunted, the first rope of cum shot from his cock, hitting Tetra square in the nose. 


‘Typical Witcher, can’t do anything right.” She thought, shifting her head and adjusting the 
angle of his rod so that the next rope of cum landed on her tongue and mouth as intended. 
Vesemir shot several more ropes, before his orgasm died down, the last few spurts hitting her 
chin. 


“You can stop stroking now.” Vesemir said. Tetra turned a bit red, not realizing she was still 
stroking his cock trying to milk him completely dry. The Witcher looked down at his handy 
work. Her mouth was filled completely to the brim with his seed, her pink tongue bobbing in 
a sea of white like a fishing lure. It was a sight to behold - the uppity Sorceress brought down 


a peg. 


“Why don’t you give it a nice taste?” 


Tetra narrowed her eyes at the Witcher, before closing her mouth and swishing his load back 
and forth, savoring the taste. She had to admit, it wasn’t horrible - salty and thick, like a 
seasoned porridge. 


“Swallow.” Vesemir commanded. With another impotent glare, Tetra worked her throat, 
swallowing his thick load. It took a few swallows to get all of it down, but when she finished, 
she opened her mouth and showed him. Vesemir grabbed her tongue and lifted it, faux 
checking to make sure none was left. He let go, and she spat out at his feet. 


“Satisfied, you vile man?” She asked, somehow able to maintain her haughty attitude despite 
just sucking cock. “You spilled your foul seed for the night?” 


Vesemir laughed as if he heard the funniest yarn from a Bard. 


“For all your talk, you know fuck all about Witchers.” 


Vesemir took a step back, and causally began to strip. He pulled his shirt over his head, 
revealing his toned, scared body to the Sorceress. Tetra chewed on her lip. He was truly a 
physical specimen - that’s what made him and his kind so dangerous. They had the strength, 
speed, and endurance of several men. 


Vesemir kicked his boots off, and slid his trousers all the way down and stepped out of them. 
He stood in front of her in all his nude glory; Tetra pressed her thighs together, trying to keep 
the wetness forming at her core at bay. 


“Strip.” Vesemir said simply. Tetra frowned at him. He wouldn’t have her THAT easily. 
Despite her better judgement. The words “Make me.” came out of the sorceress's mouth. The 
smirk that formed on his face told her that that probably wasn’t a bad idea. Because before 
she knew it, his hands were on her again. His hands went to the cleavage of her elegant 
bodice. Grabbing a handful of the material, Vesemir pulled harshly, tearing it straight down 
the middle and causing her ample breasts to spill out. She gasped as she was suddenly 
flipped over onto her stomach on the bed. She tried to get up, but Vesemir simply mounted 
her, grabbed her arms and pinned them behind her back. She growled in frustration, being 
absolutely manhandled by the strong Withcer. Vesemir grabbed the waist of her pants, and 
yanked them down to her thighs, exposing her round, creamy ass. 


“Well, while your personality isn’t much to make of, your arse is to die for.” Vesemir praised, 
giving her right cheek a hard smack, causing her to yelp out. 


“T-that’s because you’ve never been with a REAL woman before. Just gutter whores.” 


Vesemir gave her left ass cheek a smack for her tongue. He let his hand fall between her legs, 
feeling the evidence of her arousal. He smiled widely as he loomed over her body, bringing 
his sticky fingers to her face. 


“Look at you. Drenched for the Witcher you hate. You’re nothing but an uppity whore” He 
growled, wiping off his fingers on her face. Tetra tried to respond, but was cut off by the 
feeling of Vesemir’s cockhead pushing at her opening. She hissed out in pleasure, as he 
swiped his bulbous head against her slit a few times. She lifted her hips off the mattress, 
trying to push back against him and sink herself deeper on his cock, but his simply pushed 
them back down, and kept teasing her. 


“G-get on with it!” She said, very much trying to not sound needy. “We’ve a mission in the 
morning. 


“Ask me nicely.” 


“Fuck YOU.” 


“If you want to, you'll ask me nicely. Us Witcher have more control than you give us credit 
for, and I can do this ALL NIGHT. 


For emphasis, he swiped his cock head against her entrance once again. She tried to move, 
but he held her fast with her arms locked behind her back. She wouldn’t beg. She was a lady 
of the court. Descendant of the first mages. She wouldn’t beg a lowly Witcher from the 
gutter. She wouldn’t. She wouldn’t 


“Please....” She said, quietly, face burning in shame. 


“What was that?” 


“Fuck you. Fuck YOU, you Witcher scum!” Tetra yelled like a wild woman. “Fuck me! Fill 
me with you filthy Witcher cock! Do it!” 


Vesemir could’ve done without the filthy part, but he figured that was the best he was going 
to get. He lined himself up with her dripping cunt, and drove his hips forward into her wet 
heat. Tetra yelled out, never taking someone so big. Her cunt burned, but it burned so good. 
No longer fucking around, Vesemir began to ride her hard. Keeping the grip and her arms 
behind her back he forced her up onto her knees, while using his other hand to press her head 
down into the mattress. This caused her to naturally arch her back, and squeeze around him. 
He fucked her with hard, punishing strokes. He was taking out his frustrations, not just at her 
and her foul attitude, but subconsciously at every instance of man’s ignorance and fear of 
what they didn’t understand. Vesemir provided a service. He saved people. Yes he was rough 
around the edges, but he saved lives, yet people looked at him as if he carried the plague. All 
of humanity’s slights against him, he was delivering to Tetra, one inch at a time. 


On Tetra’s end, she was completely lost in the sensation. She had sex before, but here she 
was getting FUCKED. Her ass clapped and jiggled as it met Vesemir’s crotch with each 
rough thrust. She bit the sheets of the bed, trying to keep herself from moaning out at his 
hard, womb bruising pace. 


“None of that now.” Vesemir said, taking notice of her attempt to keep herself quiet. She 
grabbed a handful of her hair, pulling her up so that her back was against his chest. He loved 
the way her breast bounced as he continued to fuck her. “None of that silent shit. I want to 
hear you cry out. To MOAN for me.” 


Tetra bit her lip so hard it nearly bled. She was a stubborn witch, that was for sure, but that 
made it all the more fun for the Withcer. Vesemir sped up even more, fucking into her 
brutally. The sound of their fucking no doubt filled the inn. Vesemir wouldn’t be surprised if 
it could be heard downstairs. The highclass sorceress, fucked like Oxenfurt whore for all to 
hear. Despite her best efforts, Tetra couldn’t keep herself quiet. She moaned. LOUDLY. She 
didn’t care about the shame of it or her dignity. She was getting fucked, and her body was 
responding in tune. 


“Aaaahn! HGGGHN....fuck...FUCK!” She moaned, each thrust eliciting another sound out 
of her. Her eyes crossed as she felt the most powerful orgasm of her life rip through her, all 
from a lowly Witcher. Vesemir wasn’t far behind her, feeling his balls tighten. 


He roared, cumming deep within her. They were lucky he was sterile, or she’d be knocked up 
for sure. 


Vesemir kept rocking his hips until he was sure his balls were empty, before letting her go. 
She collapsed on the bed in a heap, breathing heavily, cunt dripping his potent seed 


Her plan would be considered a success if she even remembered what her plan was at the 
moment. 


Vesemir got off the bed, and went to his pouch he left sitting in the corner. He went inside of 
it, and took out a small vile. 


Witcher mutagen. 


He popped it open, and brought it to his lips, downing it in one gulp. The reaction was 
immediate. His muscles twitched violently, his eyes went black, and his cock somehow 
became even harder and longer. Tetra watched in horror, and intrigue at the transformation, 
eyes particularly glued to how his cock pulsed, and the clear veins along the length. 


“Hope you’re ready.” Vesemir said. “You’re going to learn more about Witcher than you ever 
cared to know.” 


Tetra gulped, knowing she had a long night ahead of her. 


Vesemir fucked her every which way, all around the room. 


On the table. 


Back pressed against a wall as he held her up with her heels on his shoulders. 


Face down on the hardwood floor, with his food on the back of her head. 


By the time he was done with her, her cunt, ass, and throat were all filled with his cum. Tetra 


didn’t even know one man could produce so much. She hoped Witchers never found a 


workaround of their sterility, or they’d overrun man within a generation. 


“Shouldn’t we be on the road soon.” 


“Shut up...hhnn...we’ll be....ahhn...going soon.” 


“You said that 20 minutes ago” 


It was early in the morning, and Tetra Gilcrest, Court Sorceress of the Kingdom of Kaedwen 
was bouncing on Vesemir cock. The Witcher laid there with his hands behind his head, as she 
rode him like a horse, a devilish smirk on his face as he watched her breast bounce and her 
face screwed in pleasure. 


She still planned to handle the Witcher threat, for the good of the kingdom, but she 
considered keeping one or two of them around. For the purposes of science of course. They’d 
naturally be confined to strict quarters - her quarters. Best way she could keep an eye on 
them. 


After all, everything she’s ever done was for the good of the kingdom. 


Always. 


It was a shame what happened after that. 

The wound of the wolf that never closed. 

In a sad way, Vesemir had to thank Tetra for the man he became today. The father of his pack. 
“Ser.” 

Vesemir glanced over at the tavern wench. She looked shy, and shifted a bit where she stood. 


“IT know you don’t want another drink...but perhaps I can offer you another service.” She said 
with a shy smile. 


Vesemir arched an eyebrow at the girl. She couldn’t be older than 20. Years ago, in a past life, 
he might have taken her up on her proposition. 


But now- 
Vesemir just smiled and shook his head. 
“That's alright lass.” 


Vesemir stood, placing a few coins on the table as he left. He rode out of town into the night, 
back to the last home he knew. He thought about Geralt, and hoped he was safe, and hoped 
that this dark haired sorceress worked out. 
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